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of the Irishmen in the same debate against British rule.
Mr, Gladstone himself intervened later, solemnly assuring
the House that Ireland was now his sole link with public
life, his primary and absorbing interest. How noblehe looked,
how full of vitality ! Carson saw him come into the House,
gather himself like a guardsman at the Bar, and stalk to his
place behind the box with the step of a youth. He walked
like a soldier, this noble old man of eighty-three, and spoke
like an angel. He was intent on his last crusade in the evening
of his days, and Carson was there, in his prime, to frustrate
him ; but he listened spellbound to the rival of Beaconsfield,
the lieutenant of Palmcrston, the pupil of Peel, who had sat
in the unreformed Parliament for a pocket borough, and,
although now the great leader of popular opinion, with all
Britain for a constituency, recalled the dignity and culture
of an earlier age,
Balibur, Sir William Harcourt, Goschcn, Joseph Chamber-
lain, John Redmond, and Justin McCarthy all spoke, but it
was not till late in the debate that Ulster, the rock round
which, the whole controversy was to break and upon which
three Home Rule Bills were wrecked, was considered or even
mentioned, Then, from a group above the gangway, there
rose the tall, gaunt figure of Colonel Saunderson, the member
for North Armagh ; among these men sat John Ross, recently
elected for Berry, the man who had left Carson behind at
Trinity and was even now before him in the Parliamentary
field with a stirring maiden speech on the Address : here,
round Colonel Saunderson, high up on the seats above the
gangway, sat a score or so of determined-looking men. Their
grim, set faces distinguished them from the rest of the
Conservative Party ; there never was such a group of smile-
less politicians; you would get more fun from Tim Healy in
five minutes than you could wring from them in five years;
but they knew how to follow a lead, and how to greet their
man with a chorus of steady cheers. These were the men of
Ulster : this was " the other Ireland." As Colonel Saunder-
son rose, the voice of the North rang out, harsh, clear, and
unmistakable. He referred bitterly to the desertion and fall
of Parnell: there was a time when Southern Ireland had